
and thia child wouM: never have been
had you been true to me. you

the owl have worried you into a fever.
I am going to send for a physician and
send you to bed. I am ' also going to
remain here till Mr, Finger returns, so
I may shield you" from any anger he
may feel or express f the work shall go

. A MILLION DOLLAR BLAZE.

Total Destruction by Sir of th Pittsburgh)
, Exposition Bail ding A 911111 on Dollar.

Worth of Property. Consumed Btaeh off
tlie Loss of Treasured Relies Irreparable

Pittsburgh, Pa., Oct. 8.

BY ELID. AKE.
IRONTON, .- - MISSOURI

thize wih ni3 jn my dream concerning
it. , :

Lonely", with nothing to do, I deter-
mined to look about the house. I had
from childhood filled it with romances
in imagination, but how unromantic
I found it all. - A lumber room full of
old and uninteresting furniture, all
placed about in a stiff and, uncomfort-
able manner, the bed in its particular
corner, the one which in every room
originally intended for sleeping pur-
poses suggests the bed. The bureau, of
course, stood between the windows.
The architect, when he planned the
house' , had, evidently said," as he
wortted."Ilmust tye space here for a
"bureau, There' for a washstand, some
chairs might be placed here, and one
particularly large one'over there." And
so had the whole arrangement of the
honse been carried out from end to end
'I went dolefully down under the

sfiadoAy of the statue in ihe hall, and
cried my lonesome little self to sleep,

s f ,1 dll not wake urnil I heard, my hus-banfl-'at

'the door; then I jumped up,
and onqe, more felt the curi of his under
lip to my very marrow, and knew in

band, though the idea was horrible as
ever.

On my seventeenth birthday, my
guardian came to me, and said:

"Alice, my child, it is quite time for
you to begin to think of your marriage.
Shall we set the fifteenth of November
for the wedding day?"

I said "yes" in my usual quiet way,
and then was again alone with my
thoughts and fears. As the day drew
near I became more reconciled, perhaps
owing to the fact that, being a woman,
I could not feel indifferent toward an
event which would bring me so many
new dresses and bonnets; and onr old
home really seemed quite gay, with' all
its furniture draped in bright colored
articles of clothing, which were thrown
upon any convenient chair and table
during the exciting hours of packing.

Still, when the morning actually ar-
rived, I awoke, ; feeling very solemn
and Very .lonely, and .was. more glad
than sorry to hear .the rain filling up-
on the leaves of a tree near my winr
dow. I aroe, and after a breakfast
which I was too frightened to eat, I
went with liriggs and a servant to
church, where 1 met and married John
Finger. And the only part of the ser-
vice I remember, and which wiltalway s
seem to me a portion of the marriage
ceremony, is the sound of the rain- -

drops, as they fell through a hole in the
roof, down to a pool already formed, on
the Uoor. .

tnougnt me aeaa, you lmagmea your
self tree irom your promise to me, and
falsely accepted the proposals of an
other man, leaving my life the dreary
blank it must become. The memory of
my r past seems cursed,- and my fat are
seems like ajdesert in the night. ': ,This
room, which' I furnished; with .so, much
beauty, because I thought 'you might
some time use it, has become but - a
tomb for my hopes, and "novr to see you
standing nere, yet not belonging here,
I want to 8tEaiifrsy6f-rarni:c'li'rs- the
day you were brji. j Iwevpii no mer- -
cy.i unce J6 loted you jteridrlvv now I
hate you fiercely, and" this child of an- -
other s is but a toad in my pathway,'
which I will eitherkill or torture!" j41
' The hand that helathe curtain seenled

to hold all .the nerve? of the bqcH im its
j;iiv?p, bu mm auu suui iu was,- - ana ne.
voice which ansTreretlfthia rievfl 'Speech'
v3 as uiiinoveu, ana strong as tne
(nana:); j. oof ,

"And what, then, do you propose. to
op, sairoe l again viasf tp leay HU find
tollow you? w

Her-heariji- g' aadcalmness, seemed to
I madden hjimi for yith : a . gleam in his

eywwim wmcn lie sprang
irom niS seat like a enn.ird from its
"hiding place, said, in c ausky vtoiee"

wnicn its master nad.no longer anycqn--
troi over: : 'S?l ;'ff '. :.

"This and thisand thisr" and the
ftmug young lift wasldaslied dht 'ofi-tH-e

proud form that had stood so fearlessly;
thet(Jbuta niQihfeutjuedM' I

'

Urftyolfed.
the curtain over the dead bouv. stepped
oyr fitf andrsfcr ode-ou- tr of tii room . j

!

lFortt while; all wa? tlarl )then agqin
I found "myself in tmrwiirg;- - but years

.had passed by and alj around mevyas
"ih'irtiins'. M lI "walkeu ta jtheiiiano and
seated myself before it instinctively I

F nlaeerT 'mi eThnw nn thn mntir riIr nH
my head on nry hand. My right hand
.raised itself to strike the keys: then for
the first time I noticed how fruitless
would be the act, inee long go all
power of sound must iajejeft tSe" rusty
case. I again looked arpund,.the room.
The curtains tho. rifcrsL the Cushions.

Uvtere.'Jalling to piece', 4he frescoes on
walls and ,: ceilings were moldy and
stained with damp and mildew. Dust
was deep on "everything, and in despair
I , struck r with my hand .the dead keys
before me. " To my' horror the same
chord arpse from under my, ,touch which
I had heard before. 1 arose to leave the
liorribJe place, ; when ovtvof ,tJie resting
folds of satin came a form holding its.
,ieft( hand, to ;. its hroatil tried to es-

cape, but was held down by some un-
seen, force, and Jthe-han- d" was slowly
tak4a wayironijf he throat, leaving ex-pose- .d

tCj my unwilling eyes an ugly,
discplored "bruise. -

1 covered my face, tut felt the ghost-
ly hand pointing at me, and then I
heard iny mother's voice say:

"My child, avenge my death!"
I could bear no more," but fled, with-

out, well knowing the direction X took.
But ' I could find no door. I grasped
wildly at the hangings by the windows,
but they fell at my touch." I felt over
every spot on , the walls that I could
reach, yet found no outlet. All was
dark about me. There seemed no place
,whej:e . a glini of liglup could possibly
strike ili'tough"; In an'agony of fright
bordering tipn mairrfesHL raised the
rug upon the floor, and there, like a
friend with open arms to receive me,
was a pit that seemed to have no bot-
tom. With a maniacal shriek I leaped
into tthis grave, that closed upon nte
like a..w5ive, and I seemed to fall fore-
ver".- - !

This shriek I had given in reality,
and by it had awakened myghnsbatna,
Whir shottkfjtie MeHtlf anU laMtV j

Dreaming, sobbed I, "and the
wing,, the ghost, thf i'u- - flint 1 . . I'l-- J

1 : .rrnro wk,M,' T iii nv. " I

But more .frightful f th,an all I .had
seen in nry dream was tha faeJ jof my
husband at that moment. He stood be-
side the bed in the moonlight; his face
was livid, his hands clenched spasmod-
ically. I hid my face in the pillow, but
he was leaning toward me and hissing
into my ears the horrible words: f

"Hark you, my lady. Another word
of this devilish wing, and the ghosts
and the graves thafyour head is addled
with,, and I'll choke th life ut of
you, as I did" But here becaught
himself with an ; oath, antl, .snatching
up a dressing gown from a chair near
by, he left the room.

Next day, in imagination, I occupied
the room of my dreams. I could not
escape from it", and soon I learned to
dread the nights that brought me
dreams, and the days that were filled
with the shadows of the nights. I
became so weak and ill that I begged
my husband to take me away, ana ne,
having business in the mountains, and
not wishing to leave me alone too long
to pry int 'his secrets, took me with
him. Change of scene and faces soon
restored me- - to he.alth- - und r l was not
sorry to return to-th- e place I was
obliged to call home, when it was time
tO-gO-

.
. ,

But when we had returned I again
became influenced bv 'the uncanny air
which surrounded the house, and with.
the first nighfr, fetorn'Jd my maddening
dream.

Before, morning I, had c6me to a firjn '

deefsidny which 1 started koi carry ut.
as soon as I was left alone that day

At nine o'clock I called th'e carpen-
ter, and told him tQ go to work at once,
and inakrfa door in that wall.

"Get some mea to help you," I said,
"for I 'want the opening made before
three o'clock." - - '

iWhen he had gone 'for his tools and
mea, I became ghidy with nervousness,
and when, : shortly after I jheard the
blows on the wallr-.- fainted.

After some liours I was again myself
and fearing another attaek of. nervousi
ness, It sent a note by the-- gardener to
Briggs, my guardian, telling him to
c6me to me at-onc- e, as I needed him;
In the early morning I hft'J taken'lhe
precaution to send Fran 8t abbe on a
visit to her cousin in Oakland, so I. did '.

not have her to fear. J

. It seemed 'iojiirs before my onuch- -
needed friend arrived, yet it was" in reali- - j

ty but a few moments. I sobbed aloud
when I saw him, but n onaged, between
teafs"aud a ludicrous attempt to keep
from laughingto tell him mv dreamt
its c&Mjt upon r0e, and my rash act of
breaking' into the wing to satisfy my1
curiosity. My guardian took my hot
hands in this coo? palms,, and said:. I

My poor child, this owl's nest and

on, and your curiosity shall De grati-
fied." :

, The doctor was sent for, and when he
came, I was ordered to be3. I meekly
went, but I felt that no power on earth
would keep me there long. '

I took, before getting into bed, a
draught the doctor left for me, and be-
fore 'many minutes I was fast asleep. .

For six weeks I raved with fever, dur-
ing which time, they told me afterward,
I talked of my mother, my husband,
some i strange room, ami a chord of
music that invariably made me, shiver
and try to bury my head in the pillow.
, ,When I was able to speak . rationally
and haye my questions answered I asked
my faithful friend Briggs to tell me what
had happened and how long I had been
ill. , He then said: ;

. - i ' '

: 'I caq. tell you but .little nowi and
you must not get excited nor ask any
questions. A e found the room in" the '

wing as you aeseribed it io me; ve also
found, the grayeunuer the floor, and a
coffin which we have not ye opened.,.
How the grave was dug, the colli n pur-
chased and brought into the-'hotise- , and.
the wall; built without attracting atten
tion, or leaking out,is a mystery, and
must have taken a fortune to keep down.
Fran Stabbe was certainly an accora- -.

plice, for tipfon har return from Oak-
land,, , a,t. 4onr o'clock; on. .the day you
were taken ill, she saw the work, going
on in-- ther wing, and',' .not' waiting.' to ask
any questions,' She tarried and hurried
away. ; Probably she went to Mr. "Fin-
ger's office and told him of his. danger,
for neither of them have b.yen seen Sor
heard of since. ' Pbssibly, my Child, yve
have discovered the mystery connected
with the disappearance ot your mother."
And Briggs left the room. . ,t

I sank down into my pillows ex-
hausted, but happy, and my one thought
was:."Free free from him and from it!
Would to Heaven I might bloomy expe-
rience of married life from my memory
forever!" ' , J j'

In a week, during which time Briggs
visited me and :ousoled me every day,
I secretly decided tot .visit the . wing
which had been a black shadow over
my life for so many months. When I
reached the foot of the" stairs and saw
the tldebri3 in .the hall 1 felt faint,
but controlled myself and hurried on.

I reached the . opening, . which was
still in the rough as" the workmen had
left it, and, taking a long breath as
thougiv for a plunge in the sea, I went.
in. How frightfully iamiliar it was!
How still! How awful ! 1 wept to tha
piano and seated myself before it. I
dared not touch the keys- -I feared they
would rattle like the lxmes in "Danse
Macabre" if I did, and without realizing
what I did, I leaned my elbow on the
music rack before me, with my head
upon. mv hand. A current of air from
the, opening in the wall stirred the cur-
tains around me. I started to my feejt,
arid as I did so my right hand dropped
heaviry upon the keys. Once more the
horrible discord fell upon my ears.
Thoroughly unnerved and ill as I was,
this last was more than I .could bear,
and, shrieking with terror, I ran straight
into the folds of the "curtain which ' had
once covered my husbaod?s Victim, and
fell there senseless- - . .. . ' ;

They found me there, hours, after, and'
T 'was taken, ill as T was,, from the"
heuse, into whi'ch Ihave never since
retwrned. 1 "w-''- 1 ' it:" ''- - :

Evhn now ten years afterras I write
I look aroimd aieintathe. shadowy cor
ners .of my jittie sitting room,, and
shudder at the memory of th6"3e horri-
ble days. -

. John linger and his accomplice have
never been heard of since their guilty
flight, and thoug&"?they' will probably
jiever be found and given-- the punish
ment the law is reserving ', Jot them, I
am satisfied, and feel that through
much suffering my mother's, death has
been avenged. '- - ' '"

And this is my dream, and what
came from it. ? And who can say it
carn to naughty since it cleared a long-silenc- ed

mystery and caused the guilty
to flee, Argonaut. - '

. ,- t-

i

Sheep Devnurers.

The sheep-farme- rs of t New Zealand
are in a painful, state of mind in regard
to the kea, through the wickedness of
which sheep-farmin- g , is- - in process of
destruction. The kea is a native par
rot, sometimes as prdfaiie and vicious
as any civilized parfpt?. He has ac-
quired a taste for mutton, and refuses
to eat anything else, t Whenever a flock
of keas discover a' flock of sheep" they
fall upon the, latter, loudly shrieking.

Polly wants some mutton, and.
perching on the backs of the unhappy
sheep, tear them to pieces,

lhe aggrieved sheep-farme- rs are now
in search of some animal that will-extirpat-

the kea3, No animal at present
residing in New Zealand is willing to
undertake the task, the local cats es--
pecially being of the opinion that the
kea is too large to be considered a
game "bird. Whether larger and bolder
cats can be found is very doubtful.,, .In
all probab lity no animal will enter into
any contract "to extirpate the keas," who
will prey upon the sheep to their heart's
content. ; . , ,

What the sheep-farme- rs need to do is
to teach the sheep to protect themselves.
This could be accomplished in various
ways. Ihe sheep could rid themselves
of the keas .by rolling on the ground; or
they could accomplish the same result
by plastering themselves thickly with
mud. A few intelligent pig3 should be
placed in; every flock of sheep, so that
meuaiujr, ooser vng ine way in wnica
pigs plaster theoiseLv.es with mud could
follow their example, and thereby se-

cure immunity from. the keas. Or the
shepherds themselves might. teash. the
sheep by precept and example to roll
Qtt rthe .pcsj? ' whenever molested by
keas. . Surely, if a graminivorous par--ro- t

can teach itself to kill and eat mut-
ton, sheep can be taught the simple
measures necessary to their Safety. Ar
I'. Times.

It is now held by scientific men that
'a'" dead branch exhausts the vitality of
the tree as much as though alive. The
dead canes-- on raspberry bushe-- would
appear to' affect them in like manner.
Bushes not cleared of old canes pro-- ;
duce small, defective, crumbling

The magnificent of the Pitts-
burgh, Exposition Society on th north

"bank of the Allegheny River have been to-

tally 'destroyed by Are. The immense
ttructnrcs, with their almost endless vari-
ety of exhibits, illustrative of BTry branch
of art, science and mechanics skijWliich
were yesterday visited by thousands at
people, and since the opening on. SJeptom-b- er

6 by hundreds of thousands,' is bow a
mass of splintered and powdered' Bribers,
and curled and tangled area. . The" destruc-
tion is complete, and notiuqg , but th sit
remains of the . home of the specimens, of
brain and brawn in which' Pittsbsrghers

lt so much pride. The fire was .first
two o'clock this ihdrning iti that

boiler-roo- m attached to th knaehineTy'haill
ai the south end of the building, and-befor- a

the watchman could give an alarm th
Hames had I spread to the floral Ball, ma
chinery hall (nd the main buildings and in
less than ten minutes the buildings wero on
fire from end to end. ' ',''"'' ' t

When the Fire Departnienl arrived on
the grounds th flames were beyond con-
trol. The firemen turned their attention to
safing the adjacent' property! many resi-
dences on South avenue being in flames.
By hard work, however they succeeded in
saving all, those, with , no more damage
dorie than the burning of 'fences'1 and
cornices.' : The alarms soon aroused almost
the entire population of tw0 cities, and it
is estimated that not less than from 75,000
to, 100,000 people witnessed, the; conflagra-
tion. The reflection of the names illuminat-
ed the 'country for miles1 around, making
possible 'the' reading of the finest news-
paper print.: In one hour, from the discov-
ery of. the fire a mere , attenuated skeleton
of the once magnificie'nt structure, was all
that was left. Nothing' was saved. Nu-
merous theories as to the origin ot the fire
have been advanced, but, so far moat of
them have fallen to the gromd,. It is
known to have started in the boiler house,
and may have been causec by a, spark from
the. furnace or the accidental nition of
some contiguous ' substance from a' gis ' jet
left burning in the boiler house.1 The loss
will probably reach $1,000,000. Secretary
Patterson places the value of the building
destroyed at $150,000, the msurancjOOO.
The exhibitors will sustain'a loss of1 about
$800,000. '. ;u ""'

An irreparable los, iowever; wiS 3cca-fiion- ed

by the destruction the relic depart-
ment. The cash value of the articles Co-
ntained therein did noli exceed f10DO0;.bufc
many can not be replaced. .In fthej "Jpnex:.
was Arabian, the" first locomotive ever run
in the United States." It was also destroyed,
and the Great Western Band ease with a
full set of splendid instruments. In the
safe were $0,000 cash receipts, from yester-
day's admissions and Levy's "gold cornet.
The attendance at theUxposition yesterday
was the largest of any day in its history.
Admissions day and evening were 27,000,
and the crowd last night was so great that
the building was packed to its utmost ca-

pacity. The buildings which were destroy-
ed were erected in 1875. The main building
was GOO feet long and 150 feet wide. . i Ma-

chinery Hall was 400 feet long and loO feet
wide. The other buildings were smalli.
' The safe has been opened and the. contents
including $0,000 in cash and Levy's cornet,
found in good condition. The cornet wa
somewhat discolored, but it is not thought' the tone has been injured. , At a meeting
this evening of the Directors it was decided
not to rebuild, r Yhete is a strongs feeling
among business men, however, in favor of
'rebuilding with iron. . Several haye already

' offered to contribute liberally. " ' '

A FEAEFUL TRAGEDF
. t ' ' ;

Maniac , Mother Slaughters TTer Jfe
Cliililren and finds Her Own Life with a
Butther-KiUf- e

' !. . 1. ' V " Lahedo, Tex, Oct 3.
Details of a horrible tragedy at Lampas-

as, Mex., an important town on the ' Mexi-
can National Rail way' have just been re-

ceived herei The information comes from
a Texan who had been prospecting1 in Mex-
ico, and who learned the particulars from

, an eye-witne- of the butchery, and who
afterward assisted in burying the, bodies.

Mr. Rollins said that on one of the large
ranches about twenty miles to southward
ot Lampasas there lived for years past a
quiet, well-to-d- o Mexican named Antonio
Valdez, whose family consisted of a wife
and five children, the eldest of the children
being aged ten years," the youtigest two.
The wife, about thirty years of age, had
been subject to epileptic fits and spells of
melancholy of long duration. In the past
few months she had exhibited many marks
of temporary insanity, and when in such
mental aberration invariably sought to do
violence to her little ones. On Wednesday
the afflicted woman was attacked with one
of these fits of unusual severity. When
she had recovered from the "spasm her hus-
band went to work to herd a flock of sheep
belonging on the ranch. He had been
gone but a short while when his wife arosa
from her couch, and taking a butcher-knif- e,

which had been carelessly left within reach,
at once began the work of destruction. Hei
oldest child was the first to fall beneath tha
wild mother's heavy blows, 'the( victim's
head being almost severed 'from the body.
Jo quick succession she slew the other chil-

dren, hacking and. stabbing them n tha
most barbarous and sickening . manner.
There they lay scatteredjOverthe room, flva
bleeding and mangled corpses. The frantic
mother seemed to view them with grim sat-
isfaction, filling the air with wild and weird
exclamations. Suddenly taking a parting
look at the dead before her, she plunged
the knife into her own heart, reeled to a
corner in the room and fell dead. During
all the time this fearful tragedy'was being
enacted were powerless to
prevent it. The husband was 03n ap--

and returning to the bouse .he foundErised, and children weltering in their
igore. : The lamentations of the - pobr man
were pitiable in the extreme. f He could, not

jbe consoled. In due time neighbors came "

.and arrangements were made to bury the
'dead. Six graves were dug. u The 'hext
jmorning the parish priest arrived, awd the
sad funeral rites were performed. .Six
fresh mounds now mark the spot wherelie
buried all that Antonio Valdez loved oa
earth. t - i:r:

i-- .
-- 1

; ARlaclt Tragedy. '.

' Columbia,- 8. d Oct, 8.
Last Saturday night a murd' wa'i 'com-

mitted in Y6Ht-Coimt- y in whfehthe Victim
and his slayer were boti negroes. About
eight p. m. Tate Massey steppe! to the door
to empty a basin of water. .While standing
in the door a gun was fired and the con-

tents lodged in Massey's thigh, severing an
artery, and he soon after died from loss of
blood. The murderer, Fred'. Springs, waa
arrested on Sunday and committed, to . jaiL
Springs does not deny the shooting, though
he claims that be did not Are with tnejn-tentio- n

to kill, but only to wound nte wio-ti-

The difficulty waa brought on by the
intimacy of Massey with the wlfa , af
Spring.

' AN INCOMPLETE . REVELATION.
Wh0 flifl fo,k8 were Quakers still, someyears ao,w nen coats were drab and Rowns wore plain
lieror "a,ne rtishion dared BUKgrest a singlefriz or curl. -mere .Iweit.mid PennelVspcacef ul sha.les.an

n old-tim- e Quaker girl.

- ?lfll'l1I'",,f's,Mr!' was of her sect. Devoid
ne spoke rebuke to vanity, from bonnet toner toes: "

. Sweet red bird was she. all disguised in feath--'"of dove;
dainty foot and perfect form and eyesthat dreamt of lore.

Bylvanu Moor,abchelor of forty years or so.a quaintly pious weazened soul, with beard
A :i nd nair of tow

AniT queer thin legs and shuffling walk anddrawling-- , nasftl tone,
Kwd1 by the SDirit make this maid

"He tneV it was the Spirit, for he felt It in hisbreast
As qtt before in meeting- time, and, sure of his
rrooored the permit in due form. On Fourth- -

"i d that week -
UeJetituth know the message true that he..... .was moved to speak. -

--"Euth. it has been revealed to me that thee
- and I shall wed,' I have spoken to the meeting and the membersall have saidThat our union seems a righteous one, whichthey will not rainsay.

So, if convenient to thy views. Til wed theew next Third-day.- " . ,
'Th'e cool possession of herself by friend Syl-..-ijv van us Moore .

Aroused her hot resentmonj, which by effortshe forbore, .
4She knew he was a goodly man, of simple,

Childish mini) l . ...
And checked the word "impertinence!" andanswered him in kind;'Sylvanus Moore, do thee go home and waituntil I see . -.-- j -

The fact that I must be thy wifej revealedI untd me."
And thus she left him there alono,' at will to

r,iininate.
Bore puzzled at the mysteries of Love, FreeWill, and Fate.

Richard A. JacTt&m. in Centum.

THE EAST XHISG.

1 nere relate the story of a tireanr and
Its effect. The cause will probably be
accounted for in years to come, when
dreams will be considered a rational
subject of conversation. It may be

. read with interest by those who" fre- -

Suented San Francisco society in early
the actors were movers in the

-- 'little circle that then existed.
' The house in which the events took
place stands on the north side of Clay

IStreet Hill. Since I lived there (ten
years ago) the place has been re-
modeled; but in those days it was a

'dreary looking edifice, and the street
Was cut through to only a block beyond,

j and was unpaved, which made it very
rocfc, and rough looking for a place

,' which was considered quite fine for
those days.' Moreover, the house had
been standing there fifteen years when

flwent into it, making it seem quite
ilike an old family residence. So no
one thought it at all strange that there
should be both a. ghost and a history
connected with it.

As Lsaid before, after I left the whole
plaee was remodeled, and, I should have
added, particularly the east wing. This
part of the house once had windows,
.and was entirely covered with running;
vines, and almost hidden by the broad
spreading branches of sin old tree a
tree you would expect to see in a grave-
yard, sheltering a tomb, but certainly
not in the garden of a "family residence.
And, indeed, it used to seem to me as if

rthe eccentric person who lived there
.had chosen to attach to his home the
Jast resting place of the family bones.

To me, at least, who knows the his-
tory of the place, and had even been
one of the actors who have given the
neigh horhnod a dark reputation, this
corner of the house is a tomb, and can
never be made to look like anything

'slse.
Before going further I must state

?ome uninteresting events in my own
life, the most painful of which wa's the
udden and mysterious disappearance

of my mother before I was yet two
old... My father's life seemed

- ruined by this loss, and, regardless of
the fact" that his only child would be
left alone if he did not try to live for
her, he seemed willing to die, and I can
only remember him as an invalid for
Vhom I felt some awe and a great deal
of respect, and whom never for a
moment, even after his death, could I
possibly disobey.

The house in which I lived was some
distance over the sand hills from the
one of which I write: but from my nur-
sery witfdow I could see distinctly the
old Clay Street barn --as I then

to call it. And when I became
of watching the bay, or the ships

Bailing through the Golden Gate, or the
fog, which, to my imaginative mind,
seemed like some huge genie that would
at last take me up and along with it, I

fwould turn my eyes to the old house on
the hill, and weave strange stories to
myself about the dark corners and
weird, rooms which I felt sure formed
Its interior.

Its owner, John Finger, was a week-
ly visitor at our home, and was, with
the exception of Briggs, my father's
lawyer and my subsequent guardian,

7 the only person whoever sat at table
with us" in my father's house. From
childhood 1 "felt an instinctive fear of

tthis person, and, much to my father's
ViiisgXist, I always insisted upon running
away whenever he appeared.
Jean remember yet the awful thoughts

(hst used to come to me whenever,
while standing at my window hugging
my doll, I would see him come out and
htrf the door behind him. It was the

particular manner in which he did this
that frightened me. for it always seemed
tdie that something or some one held
it on the inside, for he would frequently
reopctt'.it and shut it again, as if he
were augrv.' But perhaps the door was
heavy or I fanciful, but I always held my
doll a little closer, and would whisper:

"I'd rather be carried off by the fog
than be shut up in that house wouldn t
you. dear??' .. .

As I oecame uiuei, iiic itrrai i .........
prew upon me that some time, in some
inexplicable manner, I should wake up

and find mjself shut in behind that
hearv door, and, at last, when my father
died and left in Iris win the wisn mas j.

should ;marfy Mr, Finger, it .seeniect
quite natural to think of him as my hus- -

stantly that for the second time in the
first day of my married life -- I had
proved myself in his eye unworthy the
uignitv oi my position.
'I At f kist anot her menjL rim? arrived,
ana 1 went to the table 'snirifless and

f disheartened. Every one" thinks his
irouDie tne greatest, on earth; and, in-
deed, why,shoM he notj'sjnce he is the
sufferer? And so I thought that there
could be no position more dreary and
pitiful than mine. The very thought
of ray situation humiliated' rwr --Why
had I so , iheekly, 'submitted;' io'-thi- s wiish
of my tlead1 parent?' Why had this
man, whose nature scented actually
slimy wah; this stpju;a.ti(, twished t
have so" young and inexperieucs! p, !

creature ,as 1 to share 'his dreariness'
And why why why was there no
door opening into that ghostly wing?
Finally the thought came to me tli'nt
possibly I might be misjudging this
man whose wife I was. Why not talk
to him"ajilmile, in spite of his "solemn
countenn3e which seemed td forbid

ny. levity jyiy not.'ttilk Jilout he
wing and laugh at my fears, and see
what he would say? Kmboldened by
my free thoughts, 1 said,' without, look-
ing at him:

''John" the name almost turned my
gorge "why do you. not put a door
from the front hallway into the east
wing and make a cozy little sitting
room 'of it for me to sit in?"

We both looked up from our plates at
once, ami he said, cruelly, and with a
smile which was hideous:

"I considejf thirteen rooms and a
stairway sutiicient for a child to play
in." "t

s

'

;;i ' , g j
"Heavens! thought I, "where did my

awful audacity spring from?" But the
mystery seemed to increase and I went
to bed that night with the whole weight
upon my .young mind of the wing, the
wall, my husband's smile, and my own
lonely situation. Anrl when I slept I
dreamed, and, my dream changed the
whole course of my life.

I seemed to have been out, alone, in
my carriage, and had just returned at
midnight, finding the usually dark
house full bf light, the! source of which
I could not see.

Pleased and wdndrously happy was I
at the sight, and, almost laughing aloud,
I actually jumped, like a school girl, up,
the steps and into the hallway. One
becomes wonderfully well bred under
the influence of " a dream f. so I felt
not the slightest surprise to iind the east
wing opened, beautifully furnished, and
its atmosphere almost suffocating with
perfume and the warmth from its daz-
zling fiht.:?'rstood-1'ntrancpd- and felt

twioujvang unW.lfcft influence of
the grace and beautv which lay before
it. The lloor was tiled with Pompeiian
designs? Persian rugs, whose colors were
so bright and mingled so closely as to
dazzle my sight;' "soft lace and softer
satin fell over long, low windows in a
mass to the floor. The walls were
painted to represent a blue sea in the
distance, seen from a veranda, from the
roof of which hung long '.vines that, in
fancy, I could see swaying in the breeze
Soft ottom-ins- , oriental divans, and
gilded chairs seemed absolutely to grow
out of the beauty that surrounded them,
so naturally were they placed in their
different nooks and corners. The only
article of furniture which seemed for-
eign to the scene was a piano; but this
was so richly covered and so artfully
curtained into a small ante-roo- m that it
looked more piquante than grotesque to
my charmed eye.

A step farther, and I discovered that
the room was occupied. A man was
seated at the instrument. His left elbow
rested on the music rack before him;
his temple leaned heavily against the
knuckles of his clenched hand, with his
right hand he was striking chords,
which even at this distant day sound to
me harsh and discordant; and, as they
grated upon my ears, 1 thought, "Those
chords spring from a soul that can find
no pea "e on earth."

ilalf hidden by the heavy folds of the
curtains, I.could see a woman, whose
white hand was thrown behiiid .her
grasping the curtain in a manner which
told me every nerve was at work in con-
trolling her.

I. dfcl .not (Stop to wonder who these
two might; Mi. : l did not need to,' for,
as we say, when we feel a cool touch
upon the cheek, "that is the breeze,1 T

so I said: "This is my mother and my
husband, as they'sjfeod on the night of
her disappearance, fifteen years ago;"
and Ij longed to throw my-- arms about
hetv ftnVl fall her "mother." Not that
I loved her, nr realized", for a moment
what a warm, tender creature a mother
can. be, for I had been brought up with-
out one, and did not know how to miss
the love and care; but I wanted to see
how it would seem, to say the word, and
feel soft," loving eyes turn upon me with
pride and joy.

; I tried to go to her but I seemed
powerless to move: the atmosphere
about me seemed to be charmed; aDd I
was forced to stand where I was and
listen, for they were talking. The old,
sarcastic voice of my husband was
bringing to my ears these words:
"Either you leave thi9 house alone with
me to-nig- ht, or you leave it never."

"What are yon say"ng?' said'my
mother, calmly." "Would you let this
useless passion of yours ruia my home,
mv life, and the futafe of my-infa-

child?"
. - "I 4care not for your home, nor for
your child's future! You belong to ma. t

Something in the splash of those rain-- a
drops made me feel very much like cry-
ing, and when my guardian took my
hand and congratulated me, I looked
up and tried to smile, and the Sun tried
for a moment to break through a cloud,
but the smile and the sunbeam died to-
gether, r

Soon after, we arrived at our now
common home, and were met at the
door by the housekeeper, a grim-lookin- g

female, who had evidently entered
the house on its natal day, and had no
intention of ever leaving it again alive.

Unintentionally, I at once made her
my eternal enemy by passing her with
out a greeting. I saw a peculiar glanccf
pass between the two, however, so J
was preparea to use some policy am f J

smile as sweetly as 1 could when my
husbaad introduced me to her some few
minutes afier.

One look about the hallway was suf-
ficient to allow me to take in 'very
point; the stairway turning to the cast
from the lower end; the statue at the
foot of - it that held a light in its right
hand, which it tried to shade with its
left; a door at the very lower end
seemed to open into a "library: and
round to the west of the entrance way
was a door which I supposed opened
into the parlor; but on the wall of the
east side there was no door, and, while
looking at this plaee, I said, in a sur-
prised manner:

" Why, how strange!"
" What is s6 strange?' said Fran

Stabbe-- , with a sinister look in her eve.
"Why," faltered I, "I think it very

strange that there is no door in this
wall, knowing as I do that there must
be a room there."

" Well, it's my opinion that the less
you pry into things in this house the
better you'll pleasethe many oil' ve mar
ried," and with many an ominous
muttering the old creature limped" out
to some part of the house unknown to
me then. "

1 looked inquiringly at my husband,
but he had evidently been S3 occupied
in hanging up his coat and in smooth-
ing down his oily hair that he had
heard nothing of the strange conversa-tio- n.

That night, you may well fnc, was
a sleepless one. The wall without ji
door haunted and terrified me. and hr- -

fore morning I was as nervous regard--
mg this wing on the east side ot t.ie
house as was the wife of Bluebeard
about the fiirbiddeh key. '

At daybreak I arose, and, dressing
myself-i- n a soft, bright-colore- d wrap-
per, went down stairs and opened the
front door. It was not yet seven o'clock

cold, dark and wet; but my curiosity
was forc ing me almost against my com-
mon sense; and I held my skirts up
high above the wet ' steps, and picked
my way round the muddy pathway to
where I could see the outside wall of the
wing. I stood on tiptoe and pulled the
vines aside from several places, but
could see no door, nor any windows;
and I went shivering into the house
more mystified than ever.

Opening the door into the parlor I
went in and found a long, dreary -- looking

room, furnished in black hair cloth.
Between the two front windows was an
old-fashion- ed pier glass, in which I saw
myself at full length. For the first time
in my life I did not care to look at my-

self. My face was too long and color-
less to please me, and my eyes had dark
rings under them which I did not like;
but my soft cashmere dress, which fell
in loose folds on the floor, pleased me,
and I turned and walked down the
room, looking back over my shoulder,
pleased as a child to see my train Sweep
the floor behind me.

But, alas! while smiling at myself,
and not observing my footsteps, 1 stum-
bled over a hassock, and fell from my
high dlgnhj- - in a heap on the floor.

I looked up from my humble position
just in time to see John Finger, his thin
lips set in a gcornf ul smile. My youth
and spirits seemed suddenly to die with-
in me.

When I had once more come to my
senses and regained my dignity, I went
out iuto the hall and followed "my hus-
band to breakfast. -

A weary, weary meal was partaken
of, seasoned with no- - word, no smile,
and when, soon after, he" put - on &is
overcoat and hat and went out of the
door, I trembled, and felt my old fear
return, and realized that my forebod-
ings had come true I was on the "other
side" of that heavy door with not even
my inanimate friend of other days to
comfort me.

Finding myself alone, I - instinctively
turned to the wall that seemed to have
entered into my life so strangely. I do
not know why I did it, nor why I was
disappointed at the silence which
greeted the act, but I placed my car
close to the partition, wondering what I
should hear.

Perhaps I am dwelling too long
upon the small particulars concerning
my subject, but 1 wish to impress any
one who may chance to read this witn
the mystery of this wall as deeply as I
was impressed myself, as that isLthe
only way I have of making you sympa- -


